156

THOMAS  CAUEW.

SONG.

THJE WILLING PBISONBR TO HIS MISTRESS.

LET Fools great Cupid's yoke disdain,
Loving their own wild freedom "better ;

Whilst,, proud of my triumphant chain,
T sit and court my beauteous fetter.

Her murdering glances, snaring hairs,
And her bewitching smiles, so please me,

As he brings ruin, that repairs
The sweet afflictions that disease me.

Hide not those panting balls of snow
With envious veils from my beholding;

Unlock those lips, their pearly row
In a sweet smile of love unfolding.

And let those eyes, whose motion wheels

The restless fate of every lover.
Survey the pains my sick heart feels,

And wounds, themselves have made, discover.

A PASTORAL DIALOGUE.

SHEPHERD, NYMPH, CHORUS.

Shep. THIS mossy bank they prest. Nym. That

Did canopy the happy pair              [aged oak

All night from the damp air.

Cho. Here let us sit, and sing the words "chey spoke,

Till the day-breaking their embraces broke.

Shep. See, love, the blushes of the morn appear :
And now she hangs her pearly store
(Robb'd from the eastern shore)

I' th' cowslip's bell and rose's ear :

Sweet, I must stay no longer here.

Those streaks of doubtful light usher not
But show my sun must set ; no morn [day,
Shall shine till thou return :

The yellow planets, and the grey

Dawn, shall attend thee on thy way.

Shep. If thine eyes gild my paths, they may forbear

Their useless shine. Nym. My tears will quite

Extinguish their faint light.

Shep. Those drops will make their beams more

Love's flames will shine in every tear.       [clear,

Cho. They kiss'd, and wept ; and from their lips

In a mix'd dew of briny sweet,        [and eyes,

Their joys and sorrows meet ;
But she cries out. Nym. Shepherd, arise,
The sun betrays us else to spies.

*
Shep. The winged hours fly fast whilst we embrace;

But when we want their help to meet,

They move with leaden feet.
Nijm. Then let us pinion time, and chace
The day for ever from this place.

Shep. Hark ! Nym. Ah me, stay! Shep. For ever.
Nym. No, arise ;

We must be gone. Shep. My nest of spice.

Nym. My soul. Shep. My paradise. [eyes
Cho. Neither could say farewell, but through their
Grief interrupted speech with tears supplies.

FEMININE HONOUR.

IN what esteem did the gods hold
Fail* innocence and the chaste bed,

When scandal'd virtue might be bold,
Bare-foot upon sharp cutters, spread

O'er burning coals, to march; yet feel

Nor scorching fire nor piercing steel!

Why, when the hard-edged iron did turn

Soft as a bed of roses blown,
When cruel flames forgot to burn

Their chaste, pure limbs, should man alone
"Gainst female innocence conspire,
Harder than steel, fiercer than fire ?

Oh hapless sex ! unequal sway
Of partial honour ! who may know

Hebels from subjects that obey,
When malice can on vestals throw

Disgrace, and fame fix high repute

On the loose shameless prostitute ?

Yain Honour ! thou art but disguise,
A cheating voice, a juggling art;

No judge of Virtue, whose pure eyes
Court her own image in the heart,

More pleased with her true figure there,

Than her false echo in the ear.         M

SONG.

ASK mo no more where Jove bestows,
When June is past, the fading rose ;
For in your beauties orient deep
These flow'rs, as in their causes, sleep.

Ask mo no more, whither do stray
The golden atoms of the day ;
For, in pure love, heaven did prepare
Those powders to enrich your hair.

Ask me no more, whither doth haste
The nightingale, when May is past;
For in your sweet dividing throat
She winters, and keeps warm her note.

Ask me no more, where those stars light,
That downwards fall in dead of night;
ForJ.n your eyes they sit, and there
Fixed become, as in. thoir sphere.

Ask me no more, if east or wost,
The phoenix builds lier spicy nest 5
For unto you at last she flies,
And in your fragrant bosom dies.